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Generous donations have been given by 
these folks as faithful "fans" of the 
Crimpville Comments. We are grateful for 
their continued sypport. 


Bellingham---A super special Thank You to 
the COA for the proceeds from a raffle 
held by them at their meeting in Medway. 
Promoted by John Lavalley. Amounted to 
$187.00 . That was much appreciated and 
allowed us to print issue # 86 recently. 
Carlton/Mildred Patrick, Hilda Thayer, 
Joseph/Jeanne Fluette. 


Out of Town--Harry/Lillian York, Mary Ames. 
Gil Robinson, Proctor Cooke 
Orlando DiPietro, Leonard/Merriam 
Rogers ,ichard/Thelma Ambler, 
Gertrude Buttimer, a 


CORRECTION--please see page 3. 


cox deus HAPPENED TO WRN / 

[Boom FORGOT TO THINK. BERORE Die SPOKE. 
RESOLVE TO TAKE THIS AS YOUR CUE» 
LEET THIS SHOULD HAPPEN, FRIEND,TO YOU. 


Crimpuille Comments 


Established Publisher 
by March is the month Bellingham 
Edward known for the kite, Historical 
Sawyer And the large,gusting winds Commission 
1973 that set them in flight. Florence 
Issue Tt takes us from McCracken, 
# 87 our wintry plight, Chain 


And sets us back 
to the new spring light. 


PAUL WINGLE. 


While editing each new issue we are sadden- 
ed with the need to inform you that the 
"Grim Reaper" is rapidly depleting our 
ranks of old timers. So the list continues 
to grow: JIrene (Rattie) Lustenberger, on 
Jan. 10, 1985. Arthur Kearnan, Jan.26,'85 


ae, TH 00D OL BES 


NOTICE * * * * URGENT REQUEST* * * * * * % NOTICE 


May we hear from all of you on our mailing List; 
Local, in State and out of State, via a postcard 
informing us that you have or have not been 
receiving your "Crimpville Comments" by number ? 
Each issue is numbered starting with # 65 to the 
present # 87,consecutively. In spite of mailing 
at a cost of $.37 each we have just been alerted 
that some have not been received after all that. 
Maybe a copy was "borrowed" and not sent on. 
PLEASE respond so that we can update our mailing 
liste THANK YOU. 


50 years ago-- 
GRADUATES 


1935 


Alice Josephine Barrette 


Marjorie Gwendoline Bates 


Windsor Davis Bates 
Joseph Adelard Bernier 
ILeo Emile Cartier 
Jeanne Mary Dauphin 
Stanley Fabian 

Blanche Fitzpatrick 
Esther Margaret Foley 
Virgilio Peter Forte 
Earnest Philips Garneau 
Mary Gigante 

Rita Stella Guerin 
James Felix Harper 
Marion Elizabeth Hogarth 
Wasyl Krystalowicz 
Lola Loretta Meotti 
Otto Joseph Meotti 
Helen Joan Mostek 


Steven Nadolny 

Doris Cecile Pariseau 
Anna Elizabeth Patrick 
Leo Plante 

Edith Ellen Pratt 
Raymond Gerald Robillard. 
Edgar Leslie Scott 
Albert James Spencer 
George Arnold Staples 
Frances Anne Starzak:s 
Evelyn Alma Stenson 
I:rnestine Tavernier 

Leo Genereux Tebeau 
Howard Earl Thayer 
Albert Raymond Trottier 
Francis Bernard Varey 
Eleanor Mahel Whipple 
Jennie Zhawred 


GRADUATION EXERCISES 
BELLINGHAM EIGHTH GRADES 


Town Hall 


PROGRAM 
Processional—Cadet’s March 
Thanksgiving Hymn 
Prayer 


Welcome +3 
How the United States Grew is 
Byrd's Expedition to the South Pole. 
Public Safety Scr 
Songs—(a) Rustic Dance . 
(b) Dear Land of Home 
The Effect of Modern Inventions on 
Employment .... 
Thomas. Jettersogie 2. so ee 7 
Health Work in Bellingham Schools .. 
On Guard—March . erie 
Bitds and TheirsUsetulnesSet. 2 sa. ee 
Hitler and the Peace of Europe 
The,Panicool 1920 eae eaee, 
Birefhies Pantasy Capricéss).2. 7 to 
A Marble Temple of the Law . 
Russia Under Bolshevism ... 


Farewell eps temo tics) avd ee cee ate Eleanor Whipple 
Ini Country Gardens—Sorg 0. Pe: te, ee South Girls 
FL Fees——SONE ich ies aes a ee on ccen eres South Girls 


Presentation of Diplomas 


Ruel S. Thayer, Chairman of School Committee 
bea Hehe Rs Aten athena tye Rev. C. E. Chamberlain 


Benediction 
Reception to Graduates 


"PEARS! SOAP" 


Before the Town built its own High 
school Bellingham pupils went to 


Franklin, Milford and a few to Medway 


for their education. Many from the 
South of Town rode the old trolley 
cars on their way to Franklin. 

There was a delightful character, 
called "Doc Frazer" who taught a 
science program. He was a cheery 
sort of soul with a wry sense of 
humor. Some mornings he would greet 
his class with a question, "Good 
morning, did you use your 'Pears! 
Soap! today ? Recall ? 

At Halloween time he would have the 
pupils write on the blackboard with 
phospherous crayons and invite them 
back at night to see their works 
glow with luminescence |} 

He had another stunt that would 
create quite a "painful" experience. 
He'd invite a student to go over to 
the window and touch the glass with 
his finger. The student by now was 
quite perplexed; waited for the next 
"clue", which, after a brief pause, 
"Doc" with a merry twinkle and gleam 
in his eye anticipating the coming 
"shock" posed another question: 2 
"Did you 'feel' the pain (pane) ? 


Thursday, June 6, 1935 


by Miss Mabelle Stevens 
.. South Girls 


Leo Cartier 
..Edith Pratt 
Marjorie Bates 
.Marion Hogarth 
Center School 


It should suddenly "hit" you that fifty 
years have swiftly flown by as you wonder 
where, oh where did time pass us by ! 


‘member any cheer leader yells ? 

"Baby in the high chair. Who put him up 
there ? Ma and Pa. Sis boom bah-Franklin 
High School RAH RAH RAH. 

School--YES YES YES." 


"2, h, 6, 8. Who do we appreciate ? 
Franklin High School RAH RAH RAH." 


Those were the good old Days--! 


Let's hear some old Milford yells ? 


. Evelyn Stenson 

Albert Spencer 
_.Lola Meotti 
.... Anna Patrick 
Albert Trottier 

..Leo Tebo 
.... Leo Plante 
eee Doris Pariseau 
Adelard Bernier 
Jennie Zhawred 


“Lilies of Easter” 


are not too high a comparison to apply to the purity of 


Pears’ Soa 
dp 
which is such that it may be used on the tenderest 
sand most sensitive skin, even that of a new-born babe. 
All sorts of people use it; all sorts of stores sell it. 
ablished Over 100 Years. 20 International Awards. 
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Let’s take time to look at an old 1897 Easter advertisement featuring the now 
obsolete “Pears Soap.’ Advertisers found out long ago how to tie in holiday 


subjects in their ads. This full page advertisement appeared in the ‘’Youth’s 
Companion.” 


"Are we in it ? Well, I guess--Franklin High 


AY 
Heo HK 


* Errata-Addendum * 


We are horrified to learn finally that we have 
passed on some misinformation regarding printed 
material in Issues # 81 and # 86 on Dr. Prescott. 

Please disregard any information on Col. William 
Prescott relative to the ride to Concord on April 
18th, 1775. He was in no way connected with that 
episode and the correct name for the patriotic 
Doctor was "Dre SAMUEL PRESCOTT". 

Searching in a number of histories we found only 
one that alluded to a "Dr. Prescott" as being with 
Dawes and Revere on that famous night. Another 
mentioned only a "third man"J So, assuming that 
this "Prescott" must have been the same one that 
was in charge of the breed's Hill battle lured us 
into making this tragic error. Now in the book, 
"Massachusetts Soldiers and Sailors of the Revol- 
ution" there is not a word or record about Dr. 
Samuel Prescott" 4 Imagine that if you can 4} 
Spending considerable time in the libraries we 
chanced upon a book, finally, that had the whole 
story of that famous ride to Concord. It is found 
only, so far, in the Mendon Library. Called, 
"Dictionary of American Biography, American Council 
of Learned Societies" Volume VIII, page 195 under 
"Platt to Seward" Printed by Charles Scribner's 
Sons of New York. It is an eleven volume set. 

Put out in 193h. 


And here's the story at last. "PRESCOTT, SAMUEL 
Auge 19, 1751-c.1777 physician, one of the "warners" 
of April 18, 1775, was born in Concord, Mass. the 
son of Dr. Abel and Abigail (Brigham) Prescott 

and a descendant of John P&cscott who settled in 
New England in 1640. Both his father and his 
grandfather Dr. Jonathan Prescott were physicians. 
His (Samels) fame in history lies in the fact 
that he successfully completed the midnight ride 
of warning after Paul Revere was captured. The 
evening of Apr. 18, 1775, he had spent in Lexing- 
ton, and after one o'clock he started on his 
journey home by horseback. He overtook Revere 

and William Dawes, who had just aroused John 
Hancock and Samuel Adams at the parsonage with 

the news that the British troops were marching 
from Boston to destroy the military stores of 

the provincials at Concord. Revere found Prescott 
to be'ta high Son of Liberty," and they all procee- 
ded together on the road to Concord which ran 
through the northern part of Lincolm. As they 
approached a pasture on the right (now marked by 

a tablet), Revere, who was riding ahead, saw two 3 


Famous | 
merican 


i 


mounted British officers in the moonlight under a 
treee Two more officers came through the bars 
from the pasture and all four spurred up to Revere 
with pistols in their hands. At sight of the 
officers Dawes turned rein and escaped down the 
road. Prescott galloped up to Revere, used the 
butt end of his whip as a weapon, and they both 
‘attempted to push through. But the officers, 
armed with pistols and swords, forced them into 
/the pasture. "Put orl" cried Prescott to Revere; 
and turning suddenly to the left, he jumped his 
| horse over a stone wall, and made off down a 
‘rough farmway into a ravine near a swamp. Revere 
| took to the right in the direction of a wood and 
| was captured there vy six other officers, Prescott 
| being familiar with the country, circled westward 
until he came out into the fields behind the house 
of Samuel Hartwell of the Lincoln Minute Men. 
|Here he awakened the household and then sped on to 
Concord where he gave the alarm. Prescottts 
exploit enabled the Minute Men to assemble and to 
conceal most of the stores before the British 
arrived. Prescott was in service at Ticonderoga 
in 1776. 'tHe was taken prisoner on board a 
privateer afterwards, and carried to Halifax, 
where he died in jail." 
'Samuel Prescott, Doctor, was only 2h years old 
in 1775 and around 26 when he died. Seems tragic 
| that he never got the credit and honor rightly 
| due him. That he was not recorded in our State 
| records of service to the cause of Freedom. 
i And why the media and Longfellow promoted a 
| dishonorable lie in favor of one who was promin- 
_ent in the news to get credit for this famous 
| episode in the annuls of American History and 
cheat Dre Samuel Prescott fromhis rightful 
place in our history is a wicked misuse of 
{justices How we wish that the Crimpville 
|Comments herewith ceuld proclaim this injustice 
and alert all students to tne truth and to 
give recognition and honor to the rightful 
lpateiot at long last for his remarkable deed. 
So we ask you students in Bellingham to pass the 
word along, and any others, that Dr. Samuel 
Prescott deserves the honor henceforth and that 
Revere be put where he belongs in this event, 
We are sorry that we erred earlier, but now we 
have abetter story. This was just another 
young person cheated out of his rightful place 
in our history. Though it is LONG overdue-- 
Thank you , Dr. Samuel Prescott for your noble 
,efforts and deed in our behalf. 
Also we are puzzled that no one caught our 
, terrible error before. ° 


No wonder the young fellow is puzzled 
because in that day a nickel could buy a 
lot of things. With inflation today the 
way it has gone one barely notices that 
shiny new five cent piece. Even if it 
hasn't been "diluted" with part copper 
as some coins are, it means so little. 

Remember the old saying, "What America 
needs is a good five cent cigar."? 


The Ladies’ Home Journal, 
Though I am feminine, 
Never pauses to request 
My latest opinion. 


LEFT OUT 


R. GALLUP and Fortune 
Never come asking me. 
What I think of taxation 
Remains a mystery. 


With quizzes and surveys and 
Polls on all sides of me, 

To my chagrin I’m the 
Unquizzed nonentity. 


—EMILY H. BALDWIN. 


"Long John'ts"--- 

Some years ago these were most necessary 
apparel for comfort in the cold of winter. 
They had a soft fleecy inner lining that 
girls just "loved to touch" and feel next 
to their skin. Men and boys were partial 
to the "old RED flannels" because the red 
seemed to make them warmer, somehow ! 

‘member the "trap-door" with buttons in 
the hinter area ?! 

Now these ar’ things created a problem 
when'it came time to wash clothes, usually 
the first of each week on Monday. Poor 
Mom had it hard without the convenience 
of our modern day washing machines. 

Funny,how a short time ago it was fash- 
fjonable to turn up one's nose at the idea 
of wearing those "woolies" in an effort 
to prove how RUGGED we were ! Then the 
tide swung back again when thermals hit 
the market trying to outdo each other by 


perfecting materials that were very warm 
as well as light weight. No longer would 
there be the "woolie" itch ! 

In the old days these longies had to dry 
on an outdoor clothesline in full view of 
all passersby to see ! Frozen and stiff 
were they as the wind swung them into fancy 
dance steps ! ‘Course the new fangled ones 
are kept rather secret today with private 
inside dryers. Progress ? 

One consolation makes for better care of 
the body when exposed to real cold. 

Then we recall how the Chinese made warm 
padded clothing that was quite bulky and it 
took a long time before that style was 
acceptable. 

Just imagine how old folks, that have 
departed,if they could come back and see 
us now. Some would be shocked--maybe. 


a ST TI AEE AALS i tet te RE A I 


PARAGON PARK 
The End of an Era 


Guest Editor-—Florence McCracken, B.H.C. 


Massachusetts is saying goodbye to an 
amusement park that has delighted children and 
adults since 1862, Those of us who spent many 
happy hours at Nantasket beach are saddened to 
see the park po, 

Durine the early years of the old Bellinr- 
ham High School (now the Keouch School), there 
were excursions to Nantasket. Frolickine in the 
surf was fun, but going to Paragon Park was the 
climax of the trip. The first roller coaster 
ride was literally breath taking, It was one of 
the highest in the world, The scenery from the 
top was spectacular, but the first drop was 
terrifying, 

How many remember holding hands with your 
girl or beau while drifting through the cool, 
dark tunnel of the "Red ii11"? The ‘hip, Cater- 
pillar, Dodce-ems and all the other rides 
thrilled us so, I remember the "Fun Youse" in 
particular. However, that burned down a nut 
ber of years aro. The huve wooden slide it 
contained was really friehtenint, ie climbed 
several fliehts of stairs, almost to the ceil- 
ing, and then stood several minutes trying to 
get the courare to slide down! ‘ith heart pound— 
ing, we'd nlace a burlap mat on the ton and 
gingerly sit down to start tke long ride down 
with its body shaking dips, At tre bottom was a 
huge woocen bowl, je'd svin arounc the top of it 
and slowly descend to the bottom, Ropes were 
provided to mull us out, hand over hand, 

Other attractions were the imazic iiirrors 
and tke maze with its cylinders oven on one side, 
Several minutes could be svent in there tryiner 
to find the way out! 

Milford Hieh School held yearly excursions 
to Nantasket, several of which I went on with 
my neighbors. Je boardec the train at Central 
Street and rode to Boston, We tlien walkec Irom 
South Station to Rowes wharf and boarded the 
boat for the hour ride to the beach, The sail 
would often turn into a song-test as suitars 
and harmonicas were played and everyone joined 
in the singinz, After a fun filled day of 
swimning and rides in the nark, there was the 
sail back to Boston and the train ride back to 
Milford. Many heads nodded as the train clack- 
ed over the rails poing hone. 

Nantusket was a second home tor me for a 
number of my chilchood years, iy aunt and 
uncle owned a cottage, "4Yillside Villa" ona 
hill overlooking the bay. ‘Je could sit on the 
veranda and watch the boats come in from 
Boston, such as the Pemberton, -layflower, John 
Alden, Rose Alden, ifyles Standish, Nantasket, 
Allerton, Mary Chilton and several others, At 
night I could lie in bed and see the livhts on 
the roller coaster and hear the screams of 
delight from those riding on it. 

Witnin a short walk trom the wharf was a 
little bakery shop; the tantalizing aromas 
flooded the neizhborhood every time the door 
opened, The warm, frosted loaves of Irish 
bread would whet the apnetite of all after a 


day of salt air, swimving and Paragon Park, 

The vendors that lined the street sold 
everything from souvenirs, cotton candy, salt 
water taffy, frozen custard and delicious clam 
fritters, The machine stretching the taffy 
attracted groups ot fascinated youngsters, The 
strains of rmmsic from the merry-go-round could 
be heard along with the excited laughter of the 
thronzs of people on the sidewalk, 

How many remember the "Nancy", the shiv 
that was beached after a storm and remained on 
the far end of tke beach for several vears? It 
was auite a tourist attraction, One could buy 
a ticket and walk its slanted cecks, 

Band concerts were often held in the oven 
annex of the Nantasket Hotel, “hile the acults 
waited tor the concert to start, the chilcren 
listened to the plass wind chimes blowing in the 
ocean breeze and looked longinely across the 
street at folks roinr into the vark, 

The merry—fo-round was thrilline to the 
younger set, An older cousin would jump on to 
watch us, jump otf as the tickets were being 
collected, then jump back on again and continue 
to keep an eye on us} My arms were too short at 
that time to be able to grab tke brass rine for 
a free ride! lt was tun having our pictures 
taken for a dime in one of the manv vhotorraph 
booths, I have a shoe box full of these 
mementoes, 

The roller skatine rink w.- another big 
attraction as well as the manv booths where one 
could take a chance in hopes of winning a stuffed 
animal, There were Beano sanes in the evening 
that attracted crowds like Hinro does now, 

The rerris ‘heel wasn't too carine but it 
oftered a bird's eve view of the beach anc park 
with a few minutes of semi mietness in the 
Iniust of a noisy uay = a time to check how many 
tickets one hac lett or how mich change was left 
to buy more, 

In later years we took our chilcren to enjov 
the beach anc nark, It was cisheartenine to 
learn that we could no loncer enjoy te rides 
that went in circles, Our stomachs couldn't take 
it, but we eniovec the memories by watchine our 
voungsters ride tre same rides we had ricdcen in 
vears vast, 

the verk usually onened : emorial Lay anc to 
us that was tye besinnine oi a lors beautilul 
summer, Labor Lay brouzht an abrunt halt to 
most everythninz, as the park closed anc the 
vencors boarced un their shon tronts, the area 
was conoletely transtormed, The street and sice- 
walk was no loncer crowded anc it was “mch too 
ouiet, but it one listened within oneself, the 
echo ol music, screams oi delieht anc the 
clatter ot the roller coaster could still be 
heard, 

No more will tne area have the sane anneal, 
the summer woncerland ot hantesket #each's 
Paragor rark is tadine into history. Only a few 
pictures and nenories remain, It's sac that 
prorress so often benetits a rew ratrer than 
many. 
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rorgiveness is the trarrance of a 
violet on the heel ot' the one who 
crushed it. 


Ihe Year's at the Spring 
eat beh, A RIDDLE 


Rob Browni 
AME Sheba Maybe some have not heard this riddle so 


The year's at the spring we are including it for your "thinking cap" 
And the cay's at the morn: 

Morning's 4 seven; , "Brothers and sisters I have none. but 
The hill side's dew-vearled; that man's father is my father's son. 

The lark's on the wing; Now, who is “that man" ? 

The snail's on the thorn; 

God's in his heaven - "That man" is the son of the speaker 
All's rieht with the world! which is, the speaker is the "father" of 


"That man". 


- - REMINISCING - - - 


As one grows older there are a few 


pleasures that cannot be spoiled or ay rales 
diminished while "looking back" on wy Mega" 
some past events in our lives. We f CLUB CAR 


wonder if you share in these nostalgic 
impressions from Bellingham ? 


On a calm,cold and bright moonlit 
night of winter we hear in the distance 
the haunting sounds of the "SKUNK 
HOLLA" Express whistle as the train 
thunders along on its way from Boston, 
Midland (Bellingham) to Blackstone. 

On this crisp clear blue night air 
we revel in the "music" created by 
this mighty iron horse as the sound, 
though faint at first, draws nearer 
and nearer carrying some souls back to 
Bellingham. Finally, the hissing 


steam from the water pumps mingling commutor business. Well, here is a full page adv. which appeared in the 
with the burst from releasing and Saturday Evening Post in 1925 by the Baltimore & Ohio railroad. Rail- 
setting the brakes, change the scene roads were a thriving, profitable and much used mode of transportation 


as we savor this welcome sound to our during those years. Today, there are many fewer. railroads in business 
listening ears. Though these precious and still fewer who look for commutor business. Why? Because, there are 
sounds, in the time frame of life, relatively few who care to travel by rail anymore. 
have ceased to be heard we draw upon 
our memory to recreate them at will 
and allow us to DREAM of by-gone days 
when "Whooo--Whooo--Whut---Whooo" 
meant a beauty touching to the very 
depths of our heart and soul. 


GOOD OLD DAYS 


Do you remember ? 


LETTERS---from Proctor Cooke, CONN.: 


"A donation to hely the Crimpvile <hdeatiei Leta pace 
Comments going. I am enjoying them very ™ ben pburrougs 
much and am looking forward to the next Courtesy GRIT. 


one. They bring back many memories of 
my childhood days in Bellingham. T As the months go racing onward...and the old 


never reall ft years fade away...we are often prone to 
Have sh frat ie bos Pepe oem as T still thinking...of a dead and bygone day...of 
I y ere--, : 

course we know it does no good... to dwell 
upon the past...but somehow something makes 
us drift...to things that did not last... 
no doubt it's human nature to...desire to 
go back...upon the road of yesterday...and 
scan the almanac...for mankind cannot seem 


Now you know WHY we do it---it's for folks like Go Tacey:,/bhe shachs thet bemnng th eon aaa 


; ; we cling to golden yesteryears...as time 
you to get you to remember, relive and enjoy the 6 ws 
cherished paste goes marching on... (continued next page) 


And from Orlando DiPietro, Franklin-- 

"Thank you-=-you fine and dedicated people-- for 
your many hours that you spend on the "Crimpville 
Comments", Born and raised in this lovely 
Town, it's a joy to be part of it." 


--Sketches-- 

we live again through memory...and that's 
why we recall...the periods of happiness... 
that mattered most of all...so it is and 
always will be...and I know you will agree 
evicers©“a°%tonic*’for the Heart’.to drift in 
memory. 


NOSTALGIA---"How SWEET it is J" 


Why we pick on the poor farmer, I'11 
never know, because he it is that provides 
food for our sustenance that delights our 
taste buds-- 


A farmer couldn't tell his two 
horses apart ! He tried cutting the tail 
off one horse. This didn't work because 
it grew right back again. Then he cut off 
the other horse's mane. This didn't work 
either because it, too, grew right back. 
Finally he measured their height and 
found that the white horse was 2 inches 
taller than the black horse! 


courtesy---GRIT. 


. as 


REMEMBER this cow ? 


“Hey, diddle, diddle the 
cat and the fiddle. The cow 
jumped over the moon. The 
little dog laughed to see 
Such sport while the knife 
ran away with the spoon ! 


Then there was,"Little 
Jack Horner sat ina 
corner eating his pudding 
and pie. He stuck in his 
thumb and pulled out a 
plum and said,"What a big 
boy am I". 


Now in issue #86 we had 
little Bo Beep story so 
here she is for us to 
enjoy. 

Happy childhood to you. 


c \ 

J 

ay How could you forget so soon the famous 
LY £ blizzard of 1978 that came on the sixth 

* and seventh of February ? Man, that was 


| a HUMDINGER! 


Just think--soon it will be EASTER on the 
seventh of April,1985 and not to be outdone 
--the tyrant of DAYLIGHT SAVING TIME on 

the 28th again when we shove the hands of 
our clocks AHEAD one hour ! Where'd the 
time go ? It waits for no man or beast. 


% REMINISCLING 3 3 .3¢ 


TICK-TOCK-- 
Another nostalgic sound comes to our ears 
during a quiet evening at home while dreaming 

of things yet to come. One tends to not 
listen to the constant ticking of a clock 

so it is a relief to open our ears to catch 
that nostalgic sound as the pendulum swings 

to and fro ceaselessly. There is the ever 
faithful TICK-TOCK of the old fashioned time 
piece up on the shelf while it announces the 
passing of each moment from birth through 

life to death. The feeling of assurance that 
all is well in the stillness of home surround- 
ings while the pendulum continues to swing 
back and forth on its prescribed journey from 
now to its demise in some future period. 

It is a welcome sound and motion; filling 

us with the coming hope of peace and prosperity, 
along with a big dose of happiness. The 
present day "quiet" clocks afford no opportun- 
ty to "feel" the constant passing of time as 
we near the "departure" point for us; leaving 
the scene and problems for you "young uns", 
So,to you young folk, try to savor some of the 
sounds that are meaningful to your ears for 
moments when you, too, shall reminisce and be 
ARISE IN TEMPERATURE OR A SUDDEN DROP "lost" in a happy moment of time past. 

AND GRANDFATHER CLOCK WAS VERY APT TO STOR. Then you will understand what we have been 
‘EIT GREW TOO HUMID OR IF HE GOTA CHILL writing about. 
HE BECAME RUN DOWN YOu COULD EVEN CALL HIM ILL. 

ANYTHING THAT.HAPPENED THAT HE DIDNT LIKE 

WOULD UPSET HIM SO HED GO ONA STRIKE. 


Grandfathers Clock 


oe 


hele 
Papa. 
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———— HENRY C. WORK 
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floor; 
boy;_— And in 


day thathe wasborn,And was abways 
en-terdat the doorWitha blooming 


ick,tock tick,toc’ 


+ THE SUBLIMATION OF LOVE « 
Guest Editor 
Leonard Rogers 
Mendon. 


love 1S... (Excerpts from his 1962 
article on LOVE from his 
keen insight and long exp- 
ience. ) 


PUOVE. [So epbaStG. 

God said it is not 
good that man should be 
alone. So He conceived this 
marvelous world in such a 
manner that countless mill- 
fons of creatures could en- 
joy it. 


Scientists say that matter cannot be cre- 
ated or destroyed, but only transposed. 
Whether that be true or false, God creat- 
ed one thing, the most powerful of all His 
creations, LOVE, which no matter how much 
of it was given away, in fact, the more of 
it which is given away, the greater becomes 
the original source. 

Tt has an unalterable characteristic, no 
matter how much there is available, it is 
something which cannot be stolen, or taken 
away, taxed or confiscated. When people 
say, "You can't take it with you," I don't 
believe that they are talking about LOVE. 

I believe that it is one entity which we 
will carry with us into eternity, because 
it truly is the 'only enduring power.' 

We have heard of, and I hope only heard 
of, the so-called free-love, which I bel- 
jeve is the most un-free slavery that has 
ever existed. 

LOVE is not free, it has the most binding 
of all fetters, which by their very nature, 
bind us to all kinds of obligations which 
also, by their very nature, are willingly 
taken upon us. 

To personalize this story, we are going 
to assume that the young person being used 
as a 'picture!, had parents, and tnat 
these parents, of course, had a child or 
else they wouldn't be parents. 

Before birth--these parents realized 
that a miracle had taken place and that 
they were to be blessed with a child pecu- 
liarly their own, for which they were res- 
ponsible as long as they lived. If anyone 
was 'sentenced! to such hard labor as 
raising a child; for some crime, and there 
was no love entailed, we would all add it 
up and say that such a'sentence'! was ‘inhu- 


man! and 'unbearable'. 

There is still as much work to raising a 
child and we are tsentenced! to do Bye 
-'BUT'! It istour child' and we ‘love! it, 


therefore this 'sentence! becomes a 'privi- 
lege! and we accept it thankfully. 
Concentrating on this 'new being', 4 
baby. From birth to its first birthday, it 
4s a strange being, loved because of its 
tinyness, it's little fingers, it's cooing 


! 


| 


| Ol, our first separation. 


and struggling to become a being in its 
own right. We love it and brag about it, 
especially the grandparents, and stay up 
nights when it is sick, etc.'ad infinitum!!! 

Suddenly we note that when it is a few 
months old that it has become a person, 
and at about one year old to three years, 
it is not only a baby but a real character 
or individual. 

Later, one day, we find that it has 
reached six years old and is going to scho« 
We know that 
it cannot remain a baby forever, therefore 
we let it go toward its destiny. Life is 
suddenly enlarged. The home is changed to 
a larger place called a school and the 
small family now may number up to forty 
pupils; most of them about the size of our 
‘hero'. Most of them are loving but he 
may find a few who are not. However, as 
he returns home, everything is perfect 
again and he is happy. 

--He finds there are two kinds of child- 
ren, boys and girls. Whichever he is 
seems to be the best kind and he wonders 
why the other kind are around anyway ! 

His love during this time has been con- 
finec to his family, friends at school 


' and Sunday School. 


At approximately 16 years of age, he 


| suddenly notices that the opposite sex are 


not so, terrible’ after all, and," infact, 
can be pretty good chums at parties, etc.! 
Also, during this period, he realizes 
that the world is just a large family, 
and God is Father of us all. 
He also finds that the opposite sex are 


not only tolerable, but mighty interesting. 

He becomes mature and sees that his par- 
ents are really peonvle, and his love for 
them suddenly deepens to a wonderful deg- 
ree. He may meet someone he really yearns 
for, to find that life is impossible with- 
out her and he needs her as a complement 
to his very existence. 

As we review our own lives there is no 
end to this story; we relive the follow- 
ing, or something parallel to the same. 

There were the fears and joys of child- 
hood allayed by your parents. 

--your Wedding Day when the beauty of 
the world had doubled ! The birth of your 
first child--grown, left home and the 
cycle repeated with Love extended to doub- 
le its former size. Grandchildren--LOVE 
everywhere. The thrill in your heart when 
a small grandchild, too young to talk, 
holds up her arms for you to take her. 

Then--the love you felt when you passed 
the bier of your younger brother or father 
or mother and many dear friends--, 

We take the finite love of mother, 
father, brothers, sisters, the ecstasy of 
your wife in your arms, the miracle of 
births,your limitless love for them exten- 
ding beyond to teachers, Pastor, friends 
in the wonderful plan of the Creator as 
manifested to us. Sing-"The LOVE of God."" 
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THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH 


Under a spreading chestnut tree 
The village smithy stands; 
The smith, a mighty man is he, 
With large and sinewy hands; 
And the muscles of his brawny arms 
Are strong as iron bands. 
His hair is crisp and black, and long, 
His face is like the tan; 

His brow is wet with honest sweat, 
He earns whate'er he can, 

And looks the whole world in the face, 
For he owes not any Man. 


Week in, week out, from morn till night, 
You can hear his bellows blow; 

You can hear him sling his heavy sledge, 
With measured beat and slow, 

Like a sexton ringing the village bell, 
When the evening sun is low. 


And children coming home from school 
Look in at the open door; 

They love to see the flaming forge, 
And hear the bellows roar, 

4nd catch the burning svarks that fly 
Like chaff from a threshing floor. 


He goes on Sunday to the church, 
And sits among his boys; 
He hears the parson pray and preach; 
And hears his daughter's voice, 
Singing in the village choir, 
And it makes his heart rejoice. 


Tt sounds to him like her mother's voice, 
Singing in Paradise !} 

He needs must think of her once more, 
How in the grave she lies; 

4Sn@ with his hard, rough hand he wipes 
Aptéar, our -Olunisacyeds 


Toiling,---rejoicing,---sorrowing 
Onward through life he goes; 

Each morning sees some task begin, 
Each evening sees it close; 

Something attempted, something done, 


Has earned a night's repose. 


Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend, 


pos 


How grand it would be if a village black- 


For the lesson thou hast taught } 
Thus at the flaming forge of life 

Our fortunes must be wrought; 
Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 

Each burning deed and thought. 


Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. 


smith were hereabouts so that children 
could see and hear what is so ably expres- 
sed in Longfellow's poem above. The smell 
from the burning coals; the flying sparks 
would leave an indelible impression on 
their minds as the smithy hammers the red 
hot iron shoeon the ringing anvil ! 


| THE ARROW AND THE SONG 
Longfellow. 


I shot an arrow into the air, 

It fell to earth, I knew not where; 

For, so swiftly it flew, the sight 
Could not follow in its flight. 


I breathed a song into the air, 
It fell to earth T knew not where; 

For who has sight so keen and strong, 
That it can follow the flight of song ? 


Long, long afterward, in an oak 
I found the arrow, still unbroke; 
4nd the song, from beginning to end, 
TI found again in the heart of a friend. 


LITTLE THINGS 


Little drops of water, 
Little grains of sand, 
Make the mighty ocean 
And the pleasant land. 


Thus the little minutes, 
Humble though they be, 
Make the mighty ages 

Of eternity. 


Even the poems of yesteryear had a harmony 
to their prose as they were spoken out 
loud to feel the rhythm that is generated 
by the author's creation. 


he 
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THEN AND NOW .... 


Did you hear of the dollar that went 
downtown 
To buy groceries when you were small? 
It could buy sugar — yes, 20 pounds, 
Now you can’t believe that at all — 
But it’s true. 


Or it could buy 20 great big loaves of 
bread 
Or 20 bars of old-fashioned soap; 
If hamburger you wanted, you got 12 
pounds 
To believe this you can’t even hope — 
But it’s true. 


Dress goods we call print was called 
calico, 
Could be bought for 5 cents a yard, 
Butter a pound 20 cents, eggs 10 cents 
per dozen 
To believe this it is very hard — 
But it’s true. , 


Now stop and consider the hours that we 
worked 

To get that one dollar to spend; 

What we earn now and buy — figures 
won't lie 

We come out all the same in the end. 
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“The children coming home from 
school ; 
Look in at the open door; 
They love to see the flaming forge 
And hear the bellows roar.’’ 
“The Village Blacksmith’’ 
Longfellow 


On the facing page there 
is the famous inspired 
poem by Longfellow. Never 
to be forgotten in our 


fond memories. 
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EASTER AND THE BUNNY RABBIT MYTH 


How can we ever forget the joy of getting 
a surprise Easter Basket from the mysterious 
Easter Bunny ? O'course as we got older 
we found that it was just a myth and that 
some "admirer" was most likely the donor ! 
So, though we knew not who had been so kind 
we dressed up in our special Easter duds 
and "showed off" the finery that appears 
only once a year. A strange "gleam" in a 
certain person's eye who was hoping for a 
sign of recognition, went unnoticed to their 
sorrow. Ah ! the precious days of subtle 
ROMANCE. A boy for every GIRL ! Te 


The Yellow Kid 
1894 


THE 


BELLINGHAM 
DRAMATIC CLUB 


PRESENTS 


“Buzzin? Around” 


CMDs: BEAR IO Ese ey Ni 
OF THE 


SOUTH MILFORD ENTERTAINERS 


Jimmy, ares arctan 


A ae Drama in Three Acts. 


‘ ND 
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SENTATION 


CHARACTERS 
(In the order of their first appearance) 
TILLIE—“The; Blake's maid Sissies Riseesc race. heh May Lewis 
PIETRO Herm admireriescecteccttesc.ctete ees. Charles Leonard 
EMILIE BLAKE—The younger daughter ........ Louise Gardner 
JIM FISHER—Vetna’s fiance ...................00ss000 Clarence Chilson 
MA BLAKE—Enmilie’s mother ................... Mildred Goodenough 
AUNT ELLEN MEANS—Ma Blxke’s sister ........ Doris Thayer 


VERNA BLAKF:—Ma Blake’s spoiled elder daughter 
Hazel Leonard 


WILLIE BLAKE—Ma’s only 800 ccsccccssssscccssseccove Stanly Tuttle/: 


CHRIS MEANS—Aunt Ellen’s better half .............. Earl Gaskill 
HERB CLARK—Dangling on Verna’s string 


TIME—The Present. 


PLACE—The living room of the Blake home in a small city in 
the Southwest. 


a 


SYNOPSIS OF THE ACTS. 


ACT I—Living room of Mrs. Blake’s home. It is early even- 
ing in spring. “Jimmy, be careful!” 

ACT II—A little before noon, two months later. An unlucky 
guy. 

ACT III—Early afternoon, three months later. Moonlight 
and roses. i 


2 George Gardner( ; 


Cast of Characters 


The personnel of the cast in the order of their first 
appearance — 


William Orcutt—Founder of the “‘B. O. O. B.” 
George Gardner 


Elmer Hammond 
Vera Gaskill 


Oswald Crocker—The Skinflint Grocer 
Mrs. Orcutt---Bill Orcutt’s out-spoken wife 


Daniel Ramsey—Cy Ramsey’s son, heir to the 


Cooperage Works  _ Kenneth Gardner 
Violet Dunn—The Village Shocker and how! 
Louella ‘Briggs—The Belle of Coopsboro 


Bernice Ross 


Louise Gardner 


Ebenezer Cunningham—He' only lacks the 


~ . kindlin’ to set the world a-fire Stanly Tuttle 


Luttie Hanks—The town dumb-bell and how 
she rang! Alice Gardner 


Cyrus Ramsey—The irritable town magnate Frank Phillips 


Synopsis—The first act takes place on Bill Orcutt’s lawn. 


The second act is played in the ante-room of. 
the lodge. 


The final act is shown in front of the Orcutt’s 
Homestead. 


Date unknown 
Courtesy 


Alice Gardner. 


20 — Milford Daily News, Tuesday, January 8, 1985 

This is to make known to our many fans across the country of something very special 
going onin our area by "The Highlanders" committee in Milford, Mass. It,is called, 
"MY ONE WISH" and was organized to grant a wish to a terminally 111 child who has to 
be 18 years old or younger. The area covered is Milford, Hopkinton, Holliston,Mendon, 
Hopedale, Bellingham, Upton and Medway. It is a most worthwhile endeavor ‘that is 
gradually spreading out to other places. Maybe you will be interested enough to start 
a similar project where you live. Of great significance to us is that the first one 
to be chosen to benefit from this noble program is a Bellingham girl. We are most 


grateful and honored by this charitable selection. Courtesy Milford Daily News. 
young person. Annette moved easily around the 
She arrived with her parents, Mr. room, quietly talking and chatting 
and Mrs. Bernard J. Beksha of to everyone and stayed calm despite 


Blackstone Street, Bellingham 
dressed in a pale gray blouse and 
shining, 


he walked over, took her hand and 
gave her a kiss on the cheek. 

Annette's “wish” is to go to Cali- 
fornia to see her favorite television 
game show, “Wheel of Fortune,” and 
she and her parents will dojust that, 
come this Saturday. 

Brenna and other members of the 
Wish Committee presented her not 
only flowers and a camera but air- 


cad 


Annette Beksha, 18, is pictured with her parents, Dottie and 
Bernie, during last night’s reception. She holds airline tickets, a 
camera and expense money for her trip to California, all which 
was donated by the well wishers who attended the reception 
sponsored by the “My One Wish” Committee. (Daily News 


Photo by Chris Fitzgerald) 


200 Turn Out For 
“One Wish” Program 


By EILEEN VIGLIANTE 
News Staff 
MILFORD — Forget the slippery, 
sloppy weather of last night. 

t did not deter more than 200 re- 
sidents, relatives and friends who 
came by the Century House to bid 
bon fe to Annette Beksha, the 
local Rainbow Girl and first reci- 
pient of the “My One Wish” 
program. 


The soft-spoken teenager, who 
has suffered an inoperable brain 
tumor for five years, was guest of 
honor at a ree tr buffet made 
socal the Milford Highlanders 
whose “My One Wish Committee” 
grants a wish to a terminally ill 
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line tickets, hotel accommodations 
' for several days and spending 
money. 


She was asked why she wanted to 
see “Wheel of Fortune” and not the 
“Tonight” show with Johnny 


Carson. 

“We're going to get to see him, 
too,” enth Annette’s mother, 
Dottie, a tiny 4’ 11” woman who 
stayed close to her daughter’s side 
as they mingled with the many 


guests. 

In addition to Carson, Annette 
said she will get to see two tapings of 
“Wheel of Fortune,” aired weekdays 
at 6:30 p.m on Channel 7. 

As far as the game show is con- 
rir’ Annette says she just likes 

t. 

“This is for you, sweetheart, just 
in case I don’t see you before fio go,” 
said Sandy Gronberg of Medway, 
handing her niece a gaily wrapped 
package. 

Annette, who turned 18 in 
November, is the oldest of the six 
Beksha children, all in attendance. 


There are five girls and B.J., 12, the 


only boy. 

Annette’s father was asked if his 
daughter was nervous. 

“Normally she’s not, but I think 
she’s got a few butterflies tonight,” 
he said, noting his daughter is a real 
fighter and can disarm most people 
with her candor, particularly about 
her illness. 

“People try to sidestep around it, 
but she won't let them. She faces 
things squarely. She’s generally in 
good oe and takes her pain very 
well,” he said, admiration creeping 
into his voice. 

Beksha, who works as a manager 
for Raytheon in Waltham, and his 
wife, the former Dorothy McMas- 
ters, are both natives of Medway. He 
said when they depart for California 
at the end of the week, the rest of the 
children will stay with relatives in 
both Bellingham and Medway. 


the fl of excitement which arose 


expectedly when the Rainbow Girls, 
an o tion of tee: Is of 
which Annette is a member, clus- 

around her in a semi-circle 
and sang “The Rainbow Connec- 


on. 
Jean's Catering Service provided 
the meal, a hot buffet which in- 
cluded appetizers, at the former 
Knights of Columbus Hall on Cedar 
Street. 

“We wanted to do this up first 
class,” said Brenna, who looked over 


at Annette and added, “for a first 
class girl.” 


Here Are Some Riddles 
To Fool Your Friends 


Try answering these riddles, 
then fool your pals with them: 

1. Why is there never a whole 
day? 2. When Jonah was swal- 
lowed by the whale, how did he 
feel? 3. What fruit is on the cal- 
endar? 

4. Why is the letter “‘y’’ im- 
portant to a lady? 5. What nev- 
‘er shuts its eye but never sees? 
6. Where were the first dough- 
nuts fried? 7. What is the dif- 
ference between a match and 
a cat? 


Answers:l.It always brea- 
ks. 2. Down in the mouth. 
3. A date. . Without it 
she would be a lade 5. A 
needle. 6. In Greece (gre- 
ase)e 7- A cat lights on 
its feet; a match lights 
on its head. 


Romance Of “Ye Ancient Mendon” 


ofa 


LEGEND OF THE NIPMUCK POND 
By J. F. CUNNABELL 


“Ye who love a nation’s legends — 
Love the ballads of a people, 
That like voices from afar off 
Call to us to pause and listen. 
Speak in tones so plain and childlike, 
Scarcely can the ear distinguish 
Whether they be sung or spoken.” 


Listen to the simple story, 
Whether it be weal or woe, 
As it gives a Mendon romance, 
In her true primival glory, 

Some two hundred years ago. 


When undivided in her station 
Hills and vales her beauty crown 
Before the shears of legislation 
Clipt the wings of Mendon town. 


Then freely flowed the rapid waters 
All the streamlets laughed with joy; 

Then she had no smiling daughters — 
Had no Milford “bouncing boy”. 


Then che curling smoke of wigwam, 
And the bachanalian song. 
Told the habitation, truly, 


Of the native Quinshepang. 
Then the red man with his quiver, 

Roamed the forest far and wide, 
And the great majestic river 

Flowed in all its wonted pride. 


Then that beautiful sheet of water, 
Where the echoes would respond — 


To which King Phillip’s lovely daughter 


Gave the name of Nipmuck Pond. 


There upon its surface, daily, 
Might be seen the light canoe, 

With an Indian maiden, gaily 
Robed in glittering beads of blue. 


Skimming o'er the pond so softly, 
Waiting for the well known steed, 
With a look of expectation, 
She was beautiful indeed. 


Suddenly she paused to listen, 
Gazing through the western sun, 


Flushed with hope her dark eyes glisten, 


As she hears the signal gun. 


Unmolested in her rambling, 
Through the wood or on the lake, 


While the Nipmuck tribe were gambling 


All their property at stake. 


Underneath the swinging branches 
Just beside the wigwam door 

Sat the old men and the women 
Talking of the bloody war. 


On the bough of yonder pine tree 
Then the little Nipmuck swung 

In his tree-rocked cradle sleeping 
While the Indian mother sung: 


Bellingham had the pleasure of enjoying three 


amusement parks- 


Lake Nipmuck, Mendon, Hoag 


Lake, Bellingham and Lake Pearl, Wrentham. 
This poem was preserved by Hilda Thayer from 


an old newspaver around 1877 and with MVyla 
Thayer made it possible for printing. 


Courtesy Mendon 1967 History. 


“Rest thee darling gently rest chee 
All thy future promise bright 

For the land that now surrounds thee 
You'll inherit, all — by right.” 


“Soon thy little form must leave us 
Forth to battle you must go 

For thy noble sire bequeathed us 
Vengeance for the red man’s foe.” 


“The tomahawk, the battle axe,. 
Shall be thy future joy 

And I will teach thee to avenge 
Thy father’s wrongs, my boy.” 


Then she called the Indian maiden 
Loud and long but no response 

For the light canoe was speeding 
Rapidly o'er Nipmuck Pond. 


From the Narraganset country 
Wenahtoo had just arrived 

With his firelock on his shoulder 
For he knew the Nipmuck tribe. 


He, the Narraganset warrior 
In the prime of youth and life 

Came to see the Nipmuck maiden, 
Whom he wooed to be his wife. 


But Wenahtoo was a stranger 
And the lovely maiden sighed 
As she saw the impending danger 

If she dared become his bride. 


Well she knew her jealous brother 
Armed with envy, hate and strife 

Sought to make her wed another 
Though it cost Wenahtoo’s life. 


Thus she came in all her beauty, 
Sailing in her light canoe 

Forth to meet the Narraganset, 
And reveal to him her woe. 


Then Wenahtoo glanced around him 
As on a faithful steed he rode 

Then he drew his wampum belt around him 
And close to the river's brink he strode. 


He sprang on a rock, he breathed a prayer 
Above his head his arms he threw 

Then toss’d a beautiful curve in the air, 
And headlong plunged in the water blue. 


And now through evening's dewy mist 
With leap and spring he bounds along 
Dashing the saucy waves aside, 
As he hears the maiden’s song. 


Soft and:pale is the moonbeam bright 
Silent now the glassy stream 

The wave is clear and the beach is light 
With e glittering arch of silver sheen. |) 


Now fearlessly he glides along 

For his heart is gay and his hopes are high 
But he hears the savage bartle song 

And the war whoops all around him fly. 


For the Nipmuck tribe are gathering near 
To check his course along the ‘tide 
Their warriors come in swift career 
And hem him round on every side. 


But the heart of Wenahtoo was brave 
His eagle eye foresaw his doom 
And down he sinks beneath the wave 

To meet a silent, watery tomb. 


In vain the poisoned arrows fly, 
They cannor harm the warrior now; 
His spirit soars beyond the sky 
Who thought it sweet for her to die 
And consecrate the Indian vow. 


But where is the maiden of his love 
Whose honest heart the warrior knew? 
Round in the silent little cove 
She paddles away in her light canoe. 


And sweetly still that plaintive song 
Is echoing on the evening air; 
Forgetful of the giddy throng 
In pensive mood she glides along 
Portentious of a calm despair. 


But hark! sad murmurs on the air 
For the beautiful Nipmuck’s gone to rest 
A splash on the water — a cry of despair 
“We'll meet Wenahtoo, in the land of the blest”. 


And ever since then, at midnight hour 
A fairy-like form — if the story is true — 
May be seen on the Pond, as with magical power 
She paddles away in her light canoe. 


And even now — when the moon shines bright, 
And “the Governor” is om his weary beat, 

There's a laugh in the cove and a little torch-light 
In the hand of an angel robed in white, 

With countenance calm and sweet. 


And well she knows we come to take 
A peep at moccasin or sandal shoon 
As she steps on shore from the silver lake, 
Whose rippling surface seems to break — 
The duplicates of star and moon. 


We pause to take a last good-nighr, 
As jocund day o'er the mountain peeps, 
And the vanishing form of the fairy-sprite 
Is beckoned away in the morning light 
To the cavern where she sleeps. 


Now should any doubt this simple story, 
Which I in faith have told to you 

Go watch the Pond, in its midnight glory 
And see for yourself that little canoe. 


'Tis the season to be jolly by Vi 


letting your heart skip a beat or two 
in the treat where Valentines' day 
comes only once a year. 


How a gleam appeared in each young 


lady's eye when they "wandered" over 
to some special boy in class that had 
responded with a quick, fertive 
glance ! "Does she love me or does 
she not ?" Hope that this special 
exciting moment is still being a part 


of your life. ? 
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cere's the art that warms the heart 
* With sentiments most tender. 
Um’ sure ’twill play a potent part 
In favor of the sender.” 


The Campbell Kids were busy way back in 1916. Folks looked for them in the magazine ads. Here 
they are with a Valentine message. Were YOU a Campbell kid fan? 


. ALL CuPIOS AND LACE 
- A BEAUTEOUS THING. 
GIVEN TO BESS IT WOULD 
~ RATE YOU A KING. 
We wonder if the old "standby" verse is still 
being circulated ? 


"Roses are red 
Violets are blue 
Sugar is sweet 
And so are You! 


Grab it while you are young because it wont be 
7 g long before "silver threads among the gold" 
@ will transform youth into age. 
"Tf you love me 
As I love you 
We will not 
: Split our love in two." 
o/s "It may be silly, but aint it fun ?" 


a RE” So just keep on doing what comes "NATURALLY! 


Just Skiddin’ Ses 
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any jeep passed a farmer sitting in re ee 1 ee r aa 
his truck, which was almost com- a gs os ly 
“Are you stuck?” I called. D | q Ml EM 0 RY Wiis 
He shook his head. “Would be if yes ode tg sly aon Nineties 
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On a snow-rutted Vermont road ae : pee Cee es ae Caen oe eee 
& WN “4 y, 

pletely covered by snow. Be l | NE Wie /| Ye : 
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BELLINGHAM HISTORICAL COMMISSION 
Town Hall 
Bellingham, Massachusetts 02019 


FIRST CLASS MAIL 


Roe esureL. 


(Rural Free Delivery, U. 5. Postof fice) 


Nearly ninety years ago on a Fall morning, 
five mail carriers in Jefferson County, West 
Virginia set forth on their appointed 

rounds to deliver mail to rural areas. 1896 
brought a transformation to farming folk 
whereby their mail came right to their door} 
Four of these noble men rode on horseback 
while the fifth pedalled along on a bicycle. 
The FIRST rural free delivery had begun. 
Though fear of bankruptcy haunted this new 
experiment it soon proved to be a Godsend. 
In 1897 twenty-eight more states tried out 
this approach. 

Ry 1902, more than 8000 routes had been 


here ‘started the first rural 1H 
free deliver in America Ue 


PHOTO BY FITZPATRICK STUDIOS 


H. G. Gibson, firstR.F.D. added. It rose to over 0,000 by 1912 } 
carrier inthe country. ww. toke our hats off to this giant under- 


taking that has added so much to rural life. 


Sait BY HAS STUDIOS 
R.F.D.’s birthplace is marked by a sign in 
front of post office in Charles Town, W. Va. 


one February 6th 
1682 LaSalle sighted the Missis- 
~~", '~-sippi River. - ‘~ 
“<4895. Babe Ruth born. e 
Mer, ; 7 


So  . February 7th 
-1915 First wireless message’ sent 
cs: from a moving train to a 
Career, station. eo. fe Oe 
First Vermont town to deliver mail 
by automobile was Shaftsbury. 
Car below covered route in 1912. 


te: 
%, 


~ 
3, 


ae 


* ‘ " PHOTO BY COURTESY PUBLIC aiite ADMINISTRATION 
R.F.D. was only 17 years old when this horse-drawn cart 


delivered the mail on Route No. 1 out of Killen, Alabama. 


» COUNTRY GENTLEMAN: 


Courtesy of NEL 
Saieoust 1046 
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